the public, the constant favourite of the press, and now, like
the dark angels of old,

so huge a rout
Encumbered him with ruin.

He could not recover from amazement at having offended
everybody by an enterprise which had been undertaken in the
cause of universal reconciliation.

During that grim season, my Father was no lively com-
panion, and circumstance after circumstance combined to drive
him further from humanity. He missed more than ever the
sympathetic ear of my Mother; there was present to support
him nothing of that artful, female casuistry which insinuates
into the wounded consciousness of a man the conviction that,
after all, he is right and all the rest of the world is wrong. My
Father used to tramp in solitude round and round the red
ploughed field which was going to be his lawn, or sheltering
himself from the thin Devonian rain, pace up and down the
still-naked verandah where blossoming creepers were to be.
And I think that there was added to his chagrin with all his
fellow mortals a first tincture of that heresy which was to
attack him later on. It was now that, I fancy, he began, in his
depression, to be angry with God. How much devotion had he
given, how many sacrifices had he made, only to be left storm-
ing round this red morass with no one in all the world to care
for him except one pale-faced child with its cheek pressed to
the window!

After one or two brilliant excursions to the sea, winter, in its
dampest, muddiest, most languid form, had fallen upon us and
shut us in. It was a dreary winter for the wifeless man and the
motherless boy. We had come into the house, in precipitate
abandonment to that supposed answer to prayer, a great deal
too soon. In order to rake together the lump sum for buying it,
my Father had denuded himself of almost everything, and our
sticks of chairs and tables filled but two or three rooms. Half.
the little house, or 'villa* as we called it, was not papered,
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